DISASTER
rather like Nigger Jim. The leading critics
and biographers have joined in ranking the
book high. In its author's own opinion, ex-
pressed deliberately in writing, it is counted as
his greatest work. When it came out as a
book he dedicated it proudly to bis wife s in
grateful recognition of her twenty-five years
of valued service as my literary adviser and
editor.' It seems presumption to express a
contrary opinion. The actual story of Joan
of Arc is of course a tragedy of the ages;
no imaginable picture can surpass that of a
beautiful and inspired girl, saving her country
in arms, and dying in the flames of martyrdom.
But because Joan is great it doesn't follow that
Mark Twain's book about Joan is great. One
very simple test of a book is whether people
read it, and whether they read it for its own
sake; because they want to read it, or for
some other reason, such as the vainglory of
culture, the author's reputation, or by the
attraction of the subject which the title professes
to treat. Another excellent test of a book is
whether the reader finishes it. It may be
doubted by the sceptical whether the book
Joan of Arc passes these tests. How many
have said of it, ' a sweet thing,' c a beautiful
thing,* and left the beautiful thing unfinished.
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